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A CHARLTON PUBLICATION 





HOWEVER, IF THE HOT 
DOb SLIPS LOOSE INSIDE 
THE BRG, YOU'LL END UP 
A MESS— ESPEClfiLLf 
IF YOU LIKE LOTS OF 
MUSTARD... , ■". 



ANOTHER METHOD IS 
TO TIE A ROPE AROUND 
THE SANDWICH, BUT 
THEN THE KNOT IS 
ALWAYS HARD TO EAT.' 




THE PROPER, CULTURAL 
PAY IS TO OMIT THE 
ilhUSTARD AND SMEAR 
ON TAR, HARDENED 
WOLASSES OR FA-sT- 
DRYIN& (jLUE. 




this will cement the w'ener to the 

bun, and you can safely sink your 
snappers into them \uithout l05ins 
anything.' 
(except ■* 

MAT Be J''' 
YOUR 
SNAPPEC 




DON'T BE CRUDE WITH YOUR FOOD! 
READ CULTURE CORNER .'.' 



MONTE HALE WESTERN Vohunc 1, Nambcr ST October. 19SS 

Published bimonthly hy Charlton Comics Group, Executive officer and otBct of publlcatioD CbArtton Building, Derby. 
Conn. CopyriKht 1955 by Charlton Comics Gtood. Printed in the U.S.A. 



MONTE HALE WESTERN 




MONTE HALE WESTERN 



ygU WOULDA KNOWEO 1 VO'RI JUST 
IT WU2 ME IF VOU ^ IN TIME FER 
STAVED STILL LONS 
ENUF TO ttIT yORE 
MAIt.'I WROTE VOU 
ALL '»OUT IT ' 
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I'm waRnins you, 

ACE/eiT THOSE 
CATTLE OFF OUR 
PAEMLAMP OC 
THAR^S ©OIMS TO 
BE TROUBLE 




■ ■ 


MONTE 


j IT'S TMS 
I SHBRIPF/y 


\ VO^RE BOTH UNC^ER 

' ARREST FER OI57URBINS 

THE PEACE .' THAR *S BIN 
k^ ENUF FieMTINO *ROUNP 
Hr THESE PARTS .'NOW 
■^^ THAR'S eONNABE 
VKfek A STOP TO fT / ^ 
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HEH TME PEACE BOND SPOSTEO... 



VOU SHOULDN'T ^ VOU GOT INTO 
HAVE DONE IT, yTROUBLE ON 
iJIM .' ALL THE <jOUH ACCOUNT, 
HOMESTEADERS \ MONTE / IT'S 
HAD ID MORTSASe ) THE LEAST 
TMEIR FARMS AND 
LANDS TO GET 
UP THE MONEY.' 
POR MV BOND/ 




BESIDES, I CAN'T ) HE MAY 
EVER THANK VCXJ yTRY AfiAIN 
PROPERLY FER -^BETTER 
SAVINS MV LIFE / > BE 
ACE RANDALL TRIED J CAREFUL, 
TO RILE ME INTO _^^ JIM ' 
GrVINe HIM AN 
EXCUSE FER 
A FIGHT/ 




fSuT MONTE HALE WOULD 
^E Vi^ELU ADVISED TO 
TAKE HIS OWN WARNIN&. 
AT BULL DRfSCOLL-S 

LAtY V RANCH ^ 



THANKS FER POSTING 
BOND FER ME, BULL . 
I WON'T SIT INTO 
ANY MORE , 
TROUBLE.'/ SURE VOU 
^ WILL /THAT'S 
JUST WHUT I 
AIM FER yon 
TO DO, ACE. ' 



m 



I CAN AFFORD TO LOSE THE MOHBy.' 
BUT THE HOMESTEADERS CAN'T / 
IF THAT PEACE B*MD IS FORFEITED, 
THEY'LL BE WIPED Oil > AND 
/'ii TAKE OVER THEIR LAND/ 
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'ARSH WORPS, AM? NO LtVINS 
MAN EVER USEP TWEM TO 
MONTE HALE. BUT EVEN AS HIS 
MANP STARTS POtt WIS SUN 
M01.STCR„ 




WHUT*S TROUfiLINS 
VOU ? LOOKING 
Fett A WAV 
CRAWL OUT 
FROM 



THERfS 

A SLACK 

CROW A-PERCHIN 

ON THAT eiSN/ 

CROWS ARE BAC>, 

UICK WHERE 




I'LL JUST TICKLE THAT , 
OLP CROWS TAILFEATHERSL' 
CAN'T HAVE A EMD LUCK 




MO*ITE^ SHOT SEVERS THE 
SUPPORT OP THE StdN ABOVE 
RANDALL'S rteAO.ANO' — 
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HY Does MONTE HALg'S f*AMED SLtN STAY 
^'^IN ITS HOLSTEflf ?fSOH THE SlMPLg REASON 
THAT HIE OOtSn''y PAfte SHOOT.... «=t^ 
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STRON& PULL ON THE LASSO 

'DISPLACES ONE OF THE LOSS 

IM TME DAM. v.. J 
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'o« YEARS, PEACE WAD HEI&NEO 

. IM Tye CHBVBNNe TIMBER LAN PS. 
THEN SUOMNLV. A WAVE OF HO»Tli.lT¥ 
BROKE OUT, PITTING A LAB^ 
GROUP OP INDIANS ASAINST THEIR 
WHITE NEISMBORS.'WHO-OR^'MAT- 
WVAS BEHIND THIS EVIL UP- 
BPSIWe ? (7'S UP TO MARD-OIO)N& 

Mo/^re »AL£ TO PiNP OUT, wnrH 
The aid of an unexpectep aluv.. 

HIS aiooP-aitorHetf / 
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'MCE AGAIN, MONTE FLASMES fNTO ACTION / 



OM,OH.'A BAND OF INDIANS- ANP TMEV'HE 
ATTACKINS A HOMfcTEAPgR'S OUTFIT 
AFRAI0 I'M GOINSjfo MAVE TO CMAN6E 
SIPES- 
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WE f^AJf B6FN (JET TIN 'A 
FINE WtTH THEINPIANS, 
UNTIL JEST LAST WEEK 
THEN THEV COMMENCED 
RAIStN" TROUBLE, ATTACKftN 
OUR SHANTIES ANP BUONin; 
OUR CROPS /NO ONE 
KNOWS WH 



cr?HBOUSM TME &ATHE 
^^PUSK, MOMTE HALE 
PURSUES TME INDIANS. 
THEM . . . 




,v„W^*S THlS'^tS BARTER .THE MAN WHO'S. BEEN 
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SEEMS TO ME I'VE HEARD 
TWAT NAME... OtRK BAHTKR / 
HE'S ATOU»H TRADER WHO 
CAME TO THESE PARTS 
RECENTLY. SO UC'S 
BEEN MAKING 
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ONTE ANO HIS UNSCRUPUUJUS POE KNEEL 
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THOyOHX VUH 
HAP A PftlRtsfD 

IN COURT (NHO 
WOUL.& PIX 
THINO* ut<.e 

THA-r PER 
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J*M SOINS AFTiK 
MONT£ HAie.' I'LL 
SHtNU HIM AN9 TMi 
STOLEN AOLP BACK, 

IF IT»« THE LAST 

TH<Nd I EveR m.' 
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m RaesED tme stase 

LMT WEEK, TOO .' THAT 
PWieCflT MUST »e OHIO 
OUR SCHEME J BUT HE 
WON'T «ET ftWAV WtTH 
THtS.' WE'RE aONNA 
#|T THAT60LP BACK.' 



WF'IL SAPOUt UPANPSET 
OUT AFTER HIM , 'IT'S OUR 
ONLY CHANCE, BO<S,' THAT 
SHiPWeNTOF GOLPS ALL 
WE MAO LEFT! IF THE 
WELLS FA BOO INSURANCE 
CON(P*M* FiNW OUT 
WE BEEM 6HIPPIIMJ 
0OLP FSOM A 
PLAVEP OUT MIK£-- 
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IDING FOR A FAJJL; 




THEY had once been friends. Born on ad- 
joining ranches, Tim Fry «nd Case Pear- 
son had buddied together ever since they were 
no bigger than tumbleweeds. Neither had ever 
reckoned in thoac early days of easy laughter 
that th«ir relations would come to their cur- 
rent state — a state in which there were no 
words, but merely stony silence and averted 
eye*. 

The falling out had begmi innocently 
enough, born of the natural desire of one youth 
to outshine Ihf other. Both, even as young- 
sters, had been expert waddiea with no visible 
edge in skill for either. That is, except in one 
d«partm«nt. Case had always been a better all 
arOund rider than Tim. Yea, Tim eetild shoot 
and rope with the best, but even he granted 
that GaiSe was the more expert horseman. 

Ht had not begrudged Case this. Indeed, 
When they had been friends Tim had thrived 
te iee how easily Case could tame even the 
ftiost ornery bronc. But he didn't any longer. 
Not since the day Case had humiliated him 
before tue other wranglers. 

The gray mustang had been mean. Tim 
Mnsed that even before he mounted. He had 
no real hope of breaking hrm, but he did think 
Ifaat at least h* might soften him up for Case, 
Well, he had not even done that. It took no 
mor* than two or three contortions of th« 
■iluttang's brnvk to fling him to the ground. 

Cm* h*d tried neatt. Tried was not really 
fhc word, for no sooner had he slung his leg 
«p than the mustang seemed to sense his 
master. The steed had, of course, tried to 
throw Case, but even the animal knew the 
■druggie futile and quickly abandoned it. 

Tim could still see Case leaping from the 
back o( the broken horse, and then swaggering 
to the corral rail where the ranch hands were 



grouped. How many times had Tim gone over 
in his mind the words that accompanied the 
swagger ! 

"Reckon you'd better stick to bunkhouae 
chores, Tim." Case had boasted. "Takes a man 
to break a bronc." 

Tim hadn't answered. In fact, he had never 
answered Case again, although an immediate 
apology had been forthcoming for the taunt. 
Case had hot allowed the friendship to die 
easily. For months he had protested to Tim 
that his boast had been g ecd-humored, and 
rendered in the flysh of victory, but the 
wound had been tao deep, and Tim never re- 
plied. Eventually Case had stopped trying, and 
so they had come to their present state of 
animosity, ^s. 

But this rodeo would give Tim an opportun- 
ity for revenge. In the years that followed the 
birth of the feud he had deliberately riddefi 
trails where his path would not cross Case's. 
He had sought dut the best riders and meanest 
ho[ses he could find and had learned well front 
both. Now he f^t qualified and had returned 
to humiliate his rival. 

Case, of course, was defending champion 
of the region, but he wouldn't be champion 
long Tim vowed. Defeating "-int would prove 
even sweeter than the snub he had been able 
to give him the night before. Case had spotted 
Tim's name on the entry list, and advanced 
with his well remembered grin and in dut* 
stretched hand. 

"Howdy, Tim." he had said. "Sure glad you 
returned to these parts, I hope you've for- 
gotten what a conceited little sprout I wais 
before you left, I never meant any real harm 
— just a case of getting too big for my 
britches," 

Tim had surveyed him in cold silence, then 
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abruptly walked away. For a moment he had 
been tempted to shake hands, but the roots 
of revenge were planted too deeply in him. 
He'd never forgive! Well, maybe he would. 
But not until he had supplanted Case as top 
rider in this neck of the woods. There'd be 
laughs again, but this time not on Tim. 

"Tim " Case pleaded, "I said I was sorry." 

"Not as sorry as you're going to be, Mister, 
after tomorrow when 1 show you how to really 
break horses." 

Tim's reveries snapped as he heard his name 
being bawled hy the announcer, and obediently 
he headed toward the enclosure where the 
broncs were kept. Expertly he surveyed the 
ttorse he was to ride. Eyes blindfolded, i' 
quivered with the impotem. idge of a wild 
thing unable to strike back. Tim trembled 
with excitement, but confident in the knowl- 
edge that he had mastered tougher cayuses 
than this one, he sprang into the saddle. 

' In 3 moment the sta41 gates were opened, 
and Tim and the horse were struggling in the 
arena proper. The cayuse bucked furiously, 
employing every trick that instinct taught it 
to dislodge its hated burden. But it had no 
chance. Tim's estimate of his own skill had 
been founded on fact. No maneuver — no trick 
that this horse knew could unseat him. Let it 
storm wildly as it might, he knew he was 
master. 

He sensed the resistance of the stallion 
abating somewhat. Oh, it would be some min- 
utes yet before it was completely conquered, 
but the end was in sight. There was just one 
thi.ig more he n'^■eded to niake his revenge 
complete. Tim juat had to see how Cuijc was re- 
acting to this display of horsemanship. Deftly 
timing the bounds of the bronc, he turned his 
head aiid sneaked a look toward the riders' 
enclosure. 

Suddenly, he was flat on his back, gazing 
up at the sTty, 

As his head cleared, he realized his care* 
lessness had caused him to be thrown. Tears 
of rage filled his eyes and escape dominated 
his every thought. He had to get out of here 



before Case had a chance to gloat. Frantically, 
he sought to stand, but his left leg would 
not support him, and he toppled to the dirt 
again. 

He fainted then and did not revive until 
he was bedded at the county hospital with a 

^ broken ankle. He groaned in anger as he saw 
how miserably his plot for revenge had failed. 
And all because he couldn't resist sneaking a 
look to see how Case was taking his moment 
of triumph. Case ! He squirmed at the thought. 
Even now. he was probably being presented 
with the trophy emblematic of the champion- 
ship. Minutes more and that big side of beef 
would be speeding here to offer false condol- 
ences—perhaps even to offer free lessons in 
the proper breaking of horses. History had 
repeated itself, and once more the ashes of 
defeat were bitter in Tim's throat. 

His hunch had been right. That was Case 
grinning in the doorway. Well, Tim would 

» take it like a man. He'd take his riding — he 
deserved it. Yes, he's even shake the big hand 
that was being extended to him. He had failed, 
and he'd admit it. Let Case gioat, for he was 
truly the better man. It was only as he reached 
up to shake the proferred hand that he noticed 
Case had extended his left one. and that a 
sling supported his right. What had hap- 
pened? 

^^^■^IM," Case said. "Just thought you 
* might feel better if I told you th« 
nag that threw you tossed me, too. Broke my 
arm in the bargain. Guess I'm rtot as goo4 
a rider as I thought I was." 

So^n they were laughing, recalling old 
times, and planning better new ones. The old 
friendship had been restored. The knowledga 
that even the mighty Case could take a tum- 
ble made Tim extremely happy. Yet, Case was 
even happier, for he knew what he had done 
was worth the sacrifice. Who had to know 
that he had deliberately let Tim's horse throw 
him? And what was a little old broken arm 
compared to a broken friendship? 

THE END 
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NO, IT'S ffeOFTy.JKVKY PON'T 
6UT T>WT»S , — ^>UH TRY TO 
TALK HIM OUT 
OF TAHINO THE 
H«y TO BeP, 
PUSTY ? 



THE SAME 
AS STUPIP 
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